-= = i ＋ 4 . 


. 
% 3 1 


us 0 RB A N. 


2> 


„„ nn ES 2 | | 
N 1 8, Printer, 
* 5 5 : ' 


Pp „ *COMMON-COUNCILMAN or FARRINGDON WARD, AND 
i. ns 'CENSOR GENERAL, OF LITERATURE: 3 


3 "NOT FORGETTING 3 ” By 5 
WIL LIAN HAV U K Y. 


5 BS \FOWH1CH 15 ADDED, 


E LE o A P O L Lo; 


4180 | | | 1 


SEPH | BANKS and the : boiled FLEAS, 4 


I 


. 0 


EE — * pon T 
- 
22 ? — 
- ”, J 4 7 : 
a * 


— — | WS 


* 2 How now, prithee, John, | = * 
5 Do not quarrel, man, GE ng 
Let us be merry and 257 | % 

8 Drink about. 2 CArcu. | 


BY PETER FIND. A R, ESdvIAE. Ee 


+ * 1 * 
- hy 


6 Io N DON. 3 1 


3 G. Kr AR L E Ly at Johnſon' Head, No. 46, Fleet Street. 8 
"IF; 5 5. 2 « in, occxc. ; 


ge ni, © [Price TWO SHILLINGS and -$IXPENCE 4 


«4% 

o \ 

. "Is" f A * . % 5 8 
2 *. 44 3 * * 4 
$-*4 * = 


- 7 


Tu A R G UM E N T. 


THE Poet commenceth.in a ſublime Strain of happy Imitation of Claſſic Sin- 
Plicity; with the ille e go—/ſelf-Conſequence of the Mantuan Bard; giving 


an Account of the various Themes of his Muſe, from Ma JESTY to Mr. 
Jonx NicuoLs—He aſteth the Reaſon of John's great anger, and 


freeth himſelf from the imputation of illiberality, by telling the World 
what  handfome. Things he hath ſaid of the Printer — The Poet 


attacketh John in turn for his want of Candor — ſpeaketh Oracles to 
John—maketh a fine Compariſon between himſelf and purling Streams ; 
alſo between Curs, Cats, and Courtiers—The Poet declaimeth virtuouſly 


and politically againſt ſtearing in a paſſion—complaineth of Inftances of 


Johu's cruelty towards him for barely adminiſtering a few admonitory 


Laſhes to the Back of the Preſident of the Royal Society, Mrs. Piozzi, 


and Mr. Boſwell—The Poet again complaineth of John's difingenuouſ- 
neſs ; praifing at the ſame Time his own ſweetneſs of Diſpoſition—he 
mentioneth the horrors of dying People at the Thought of being exhibited 
n John's. Magazine, in which the Poet is ſuppoſed to allude to the letters 
of *the Rev. Mr. Badcock and others, as well as ſcandalous Anecdotes 
collected from Families, 10 give a Zeft to his monthly Lumber —T he Poet 


informeth John of the Appellation given him by ſome People—alſo other 


Peoples Idea of a more appropriate Appellation, though a very rude one, 
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5 Tuk AR G UM E N r. 


By and which the Poet was always too delicate to uſe—the Poet conſeſeth 


that he marvelled at Joh n's impudence in aſſuming the Management of the 
Gentleman's Magazine after Dr. Johnſon ; on which Dr. Johnſon the 


Poet paſſeth a juſt Strifture with unprecedented Delicacy—the Poet * - 


lengeth John 10 ſay he ever expoſed him for his Praiſes of ſuch as contri- 
buted. 10 his Magazine—or when he tried to eclipſe the biographical Fame 
ef Pluta reh, by his Anecdotes of poor old Bowye e Poet exhibiteth 
more Inſtances of Grandeur of Soul lll more Nebleneſs . fill more — 


The Poet maketh a moſt luminous Remark on the difference betenien 


the Happineſs of Fools and Wiſe Men, and concludeth with advi ijng | 
rank to make a proper Application of br his Talents, 
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BENEVOLENT EPISTLE, 
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I, WHO, ambitious 1 the brats, my rhymes 
Shou'd ſee the gentlefolks of future times ; "vi 
Riſe like antiques in value, nor expire, fy * 
Till Ruin ſpreads his univerſal fre: i Zr, 3 
Dread thought! that to ae Men's * * giv EN SDS ah 
This charming world, this handſome work of Heay ol he 
by who, regardful 4 the courtier throng, ED 


Lande 


To Kings, and Lords, and Commons, tun d the fongs * 
Bade Tou“ no more indulge the golden dream, | TE 
And kindly wiſh'd his wit a wiſer theme 
struck to the lime and mortar Knight + the ang, 
And hail'd of butterflies the nurſing king, 


* Mr Warton, + + Sir William Chants + Sir * Banks. 
B Who 
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Who ſcorning ſuns and moons, with happier eyes, 


a 
Og 
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— is 


Beholds from dunghills purple Emp'rors“ rife; 


2. 


a hw 


Wh 
3 


More bleſt on this our earth a frog to ſee, 
To find a cockleſhell, and boil a flea +, 
Than dwell in yonder ſkies, with glory crown'd, 


Ti 
ua bn! 
» 1 - 
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Where frogs, nor fleas, nor cockleſhells abound ; 
More bleſt to mark a bat's than Angel' 2 wing; 


To hear a graſhopper than Seraph ſing; 


Wy _ 
1 # > 5 — 
* 1 . 


More pleas d to view (if rumour juſtly paints) 


The tails of tadpoles than the heads of ſaints; 


{i 
1 
: 
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And hear (to fame if credence 5 may be giv n) 
One humming bird than all the hoſt of heav'n.: 
I, who to men of canvaſs ſtruck the lyre, 
And fat with rhyme th Academy on fire ; 

O'er Mount Parnaſſus Jove-like caſt my bor; ; 
At poets ſmil'd, and poeteſſes too; 


* A rare ſpecies of butterfly. + See the ode at page 29. 
1 [The Academy on fire.) i. e. produced an emulation amongſt the 


jugenious artiſts—this paſſage ſeemed to want an explanation, as an 
liberal reader might have imagined that I meant that my academic odes 
had put the members into a 1 paſſion; an idea ſo very foreign to 
my wiſhes. 


Preferr'd 


4+ 


Preferr'd the. ballads of the good Old Bailey, 

| To all the cold pompoſities of Hayley, 

Whoſe rhymes “, as ſoon as litter'd, join the heaps, 
Where midſt her ſhadowy gulph Oblivion ſleeps: 

So deep, who ſcarce can dive into himſelf! 

So lofty, too, the tenant of the ſhelf 

Now ſtiffer than recruits ſo raw at drill; 
Now-petit-maitre of the muſes hill: | 

I, who to grave Reviewers figh'd my pray'r,.. 
Submiſhve bending at the critic chair; 

And bluſhing begg d one little laurel ſprig, 

To bring importance, and adorn my wig : 

I, who Sam Whitbread's brewhouſe prais di in 08 : 
So highly honour'd by the Royal throng ; 

Berhym'd a goodly monarch and his ſpouſe, 

Miſs Whicbread's curtſies, Miſter Whitbread's bows, , 
Amounting, hiſt'ry ſays, to many a ſcore, 

- Such, too, as Chiſwell Street ne'er ſaw before; : 
Not een. forgetting with my claſſic force, 

The Brewer's bulldog, and his marv'lling horſe ; D 


* Such is really the preſent ſunk condition of this Ladies“ author. 
15 The 


8:1 
The curious draymen into puncheons creeping, £ 
And, charm'd with greatneſs, through the bunghotes peeping 
I, who to Pirr the chords in anger ſtruck, | | 
Who whelm'd his Parwcs fo gracefully with muck ; 
Lycurcus PirT, Whoſe penetrating eyes 
Behold the fount of freedom in exciſe ; 
Whoſe patriot logic poſſibly maintains 


„ 


Th' identity of liberty and chains: 

I, who of Lzzps and HAwXESB' KRV deign'd to fing, 
The bleſſed fav"rites of a bleſſed ITO 1 

High on the lab' ring pinions of an ode, 

Heav'd BuupzxzLI's folly, what a leaden load! 
BRUDENELL Who bids us all the proverb feel, 

<< The largeſt calves are not the ſweeteſt veal ; ” 

I, who on ſuch rich | ſubjects deign'd to ſhine, 

Now tune to once a printer's Dzv': the line ; 

But now no more a dey1—with Atlas mien, 


The great * of a Magazine * 


* The Gentleman's, as it is modeſtly N to whaſs gentility Mr. 
HAYLEy is a conſtant contributor, in the way of ingenious rhyme and 


liberal criticiſm. 


No 


ES 4 
No more, no more a dev'l with humble air, 


Bur fit companion for our great Lozy Marv's | 


Mow like the. worm which crawls at firſt the earth, 


But, getting a new coat, diſdains its birth; 
Spreads its gold tiſſue to the ſolar ray, 


And wings o er trees and tow'rs its airy way |. 


With anger foaming, and of vengeance full, 

| Why belloweth Jonx Nienols like a bull ? 

Say, Goddeſs, cou d a few poetic ſtripes 

Make Jour, ſo facies kick about his types; z 
Spin round his pandemonium like a top, 

And, thund' ring, to its center ſhake the ſhop Fe 


Cou'd fatire's twig produce fo Po a PIE 


And dwells fads ſoftneſs 1 in a printer's lein? 


Hlib' ral! never, never have I ſaid, 


That thou wert not an honeſt man in unde i 


C 


| "a 


[ 6 ] 
Whether from principle or jail diſmay 


Springs thy morality, we dare not fay : | 


Since jails, thoſe iron agents of the law, 


Keep many a graceleſs rogue in pious awe. 

Yet, ſon of ink, devoutly let us hope 5 

Thou lov'ſt a virtue more than dreadſt a rope; 
Nay to thy honour let me this deslare, 

To make the rigid ſons of conſcience ſtare, 

That when thou money lendeſt, ſuch thy neity, 
Deteſting bad, thou ſeekeſt good ſecurity. 
Inclin'd for ever, John, to take thy part, 

Thus have I pour'd the dictates of my heart: 
If midſt a vulgar maſs his ſtars unkind 
Have plac'd moſt niggardly a pigmy mind, 
Tis not John's faul. John ſhould not bluſh for ſhame, 


His parſimonious planets are to blame. 
« What though in Wiſdom's ee his = 
% Prove that it dealeth leſs in gold than lead; 
wy „ Unſkill'd 


FF 
<« Unſkill'd on claſſic ground to eut a caper, 
< Yet knoweth John the price of print and paper: 
His nice diſcerning knowledge none deny, 
„On crown, imperial, foolſcap, and demy. 
On blanket, ſheepſkins * urine, John can think ; 
Myſelf wou'd take his ſentiments on ink : 
«© Myſelf wou'd take his ſentiments on letters: 
On ſyllables, indeed, I'd aſk his betters. 
«© The meaneſt mortal let us not deride : 
Lo! beaſts of burthen oft muſt be our guide; 
„ Yes, through the dark and unknown track, of courſe, - 


A 


U 


c 


A 


c 
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J yield up all opinion to my horſe. 

Truth, let fair truth for ever rule my rhymes ! 5 
I'm told this lady viſits thee ſometimes! 

How kind! how humble! thus the god of day 
Deigns to a mudpool to impart his ray! 

Amidſt the paſſions roar, a clam'rous hoſt, 

Oft is the gentle voice of reaſon loſt | 


* Neceſſary for making Printers? balls, 


| How 


4 21 


How tryſt thou, butcher-like, to carve my work, 
And treat each ſweet- ſoul'd ſtanza like a Turk ! 
From ſuch ſad readers Heav'n the muſe protect, 
Proud to find fault, and raptur'd with defect 
Yet tho thou frowuſt on Peter's every line, 
Behold the diff rence, John !—he en | 


Say not I hate each man of verſe and proſe ; 


I rev rence genius, John, where'er it grows: 
Whene'er it beams through ignorance's night, 
I mark the ſtranger with as keen delight, 
As looks the Pilgrim on Baſſora's tow'rs, 
Her ſtreams, ambroſial * and myrtle bow'rs ; ; 
Who, long denied of Hope s fweet cup t to taſte, 

Had figh'd amidſt the folitary waſte. | 


Blame not the Bard, thou man of /eter'd pride, 


Who taking not dame Prudence for thy guide, 
Didſt ſtone the poet's manſion like an aſs, 


Forgetting that thy own was-made of glaſs, 


5 
Know, John, that paſſion maketh man a ſwine : 
Know this, and bid thy conduct copy mine. 
When deeming me a Saracen in heart, 
Why, ſimple John, attempt my road to thwart? 
Amidſt thy walks ſhou'd bullies meet thine eye, 
Compos ' dly let thoſe bullies paſs thee 5 
To buſtling bravoes, for my eaſe and pride, 
I give the wall, and ſmiling turn aſide. 
Thus if a rock or log the ſtream oppoſe, 
That ſweetly lambent from its fountain flows z 
No foamy turbulence the rills betray, 
But, caſy yielding, wind in peace away. 
My hate of courtiers how thine anger drew ! 
I own I loathe St. James's ſervile crew : 
Where'er the ſmiles of royalty are found, 


The lazy clan of courtiers crouch around : 
Thus on the country towns when Phoebus ſhines, 


Amidſt the radiance ev'ry cur reclines 


D And 


1 
And lo! neglectful of the mice and rats, 


Each ſtreet preſents us with a line of cats. 


Truth needs not, John, the eloquence of oaths, 
Not more ſo than a decent ſuit of clothes 
Requires of broad gold lace th' expenſive hes. 

That makes the linſey-woolſy million ſtare ; 

Beſides, a proverb, ſuited to my wiſh, 

Declares that ſwearing never catcheth fiſh. 

'Tis vulgar—T have faid it o'er and o'er ; 

Then keep thy per, man, and ſwear no more. 

Struck, nay, half petrified, that Banks ſhou'd dare, 
Indecent fellow ! raviſh Newton's chair ; 

Mock ſuch as Wiſdom's ſacred mines explore, 

And kick the arts and ſciences to door ; 

Making (methinks a monſtrous impropriety) 

A fly-club of a great and fam'd ſociety : 

The Mule, with virtuous indignation ſtung, 

In rhyme's ſtrong chains the brazen culprit hung; 
When 


1 


When with the fury of a thouſand foes, 

Howl'd the wild tempeſt of thy verſe and proſe ! 
Shock'd that an idle goſſip, Madam Thrale &, 
And he +, a feather genius in thy ſcale, 

High panting for the echo of a name, 

Shou'd meanly crucify poor Johnſon's fame; 

I own I glow'd with more than mortal ire, 

And fix'd to fatire's ſcourge my ſharpeſt wire; 
When lo! the poet's viſage to begrime, 

Forth ruſh'd thy muddy fluice of proſe and rhyme : 
For this, ani ny will, ined wich tears, 


I ſhow'd a grinning land thy aſs's ears. 


Fir'd that the muſe ſhou'd daringly ſuggeſt 
That ſtars have beam'd upon the blackeſt breaſt ; 


* Now Madam Piozzi. + Mr. James Boſwell. 
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1 
Juſt like their heav'nly couſins all fo bright, 
O'er the dark mantle of old mother Nicur ; 
Shou d hint (by Dortne's wild vagaries plac'd) 
— may feel themſelves at! times Aiſgrac d; 
To take a King's and courtier's part ſo prone, 
Full at my forehead didſt thou fling the ſtone ; 
But thanks to Phoebus, 1 my crown, 


Thou cou'dſt not bring the great Goliah down! 


Griev'd that th ambitious muſe a PxI x CE ſhou'd praiſe, 
Whoſe name diffuſes luſter o'er her lays ; A 

A PRINcE whoſe only fault is want of art, 

Whoſe horrid vice, benevolence of e 

Which little abject ſouls profuſion call, 

And o'er cach action vainly ſpit their gall : 

Griev'd that the muſe attack'd with * a MAN, 
Unlucky form'd on Nature's hungry plan ; 

Who, lord of millions, trembles for his ſtore, 

And fears to give a farthing to the poor ; 


Proclaims 


1 3 1 
Proclaims that penury will be his fate, 


And, . looks on charity with hate; 
Whoſe natchleſ avarice is meat and drink, 
That dreads to ſpill a a drop of ink; 
On each ſuperfluous letter vents a Goh, 
And faves the little dot upon an i; 
Happy e' en Nature's tendereſt ties to light, 
And vilely rob an offspring of his right ; 

Forth ruſh'd thy venom —harmleſs, too, it flow d, 
For man defies the poiſon of a toad; 
Vex'd that the muſe (as if ſhe utter d "API 
Shou'd try to bring poor Boſwell back to reaſon ; 
(Herculean toil, to keep ſuch folly under!) 
Loud from thy head's dark cloud I felt thy thunder ! 
When mad t' induce the world to deem thee wife, 
5 Thou ſtar dſt through ſpectacles with ſapient eyes; 
Say, did I cry, th' impoſtor to expoſe, 
See Jonx's whole ſtock of wiſdom on his noſe!” 


E Cat- 


1  ] 


Cat-like, becauſe the world my lyrics read, 


Thine envy claw'd the laurel on my head; 

Yet claw'd I not again with cat- like ſpleen, 

The drooping leaves of thy ſad magazine: 
Touch'd not 2h traſh, nor Hayley's tinſel tuff; 
Nor freſh, ſtale, new antiquities of Gough*® : 
Indeed I'm tender conſcienc'd.on that ſcore, 
And learn to look with pity LE the poor : 

No 8 I, in ſcenes of horror bred, 

I ſcorn to ſcalp the dying or the dead; 


Yet well thou knoweſt that with trifling toil, | 


On fatire's gridir'n I cou'd bid thee broil— 


Turn tuneful butcher, cut thee into quarters, 
And give thee, John, for one of Folly's martyrs. 
I ſee thy vanity in all its fulneſs 3 


The turbot, ven'ſon of aſpiring dulneſs! 


* A maker of antiquities, and one of Sir Jofeph Banks's copper- 


farthing oracles, and conſtant tea and toaſt men, 


And 


1214 -1 
And let me, oh! rare epicure, remark, 


That thou haſt got a gullet like a ſhark. 


Myſelf as merciful as man can be, 


I grieve to find that mercy not in hee. 


Behold, amidſt their ſhortning, panting breath, 

Poor ſouls l the dying dread thee more than death: 

« Oh! fave us from Jonx Nichols!“ is che ery, 

«© Let not that death-hunter know where we lie; 
„ What in delirium from our lips may fall, 


e Oh! hide— our letters, burn them, burn them all! 


c 


A 


Oh! let not from the tomb our ghoſts complain! 


c 


O Jeſu ! we ſhall ſoon be up again; 


A 


Condemn'd, alas! to grin with griſly mien, 
« Midſt the pale horrors of his magazine: 
Like felons firſt in Newpate ballads ſung, 


* 


«© Then (giv'n to Ix rAuv) on Hounſlow hung!“ 
Know, when thou tookſt of Ariſtarch the chair, 


My eyes expanded only to a ſtare ; | 
Softly - 


1 
Softly "RE ME) unto myſelf I ſigh'd, 
Johnſon ®, thy place is d--mnably ſupplied ; 


c 


Not that I think this idol of the million, 


c 


* 


& Longinus, Ariſtotle, or Quintilian TA 

ce Who gives (againſt ſound taſte ſo apt to ſin) 
« A pyramid's importance to a pin . 
« On ev'ry cheme alike his pompous art, 

< The general conflagration or a f—.” 

When into Fanie's fair dome, t inſult her throne, 
So free, as ir te oufe hack been thy on, 

Thou dar dſt to ſhove a vile conundrum crew, 
Fellows that Phœbus nor the Muſes knew 
Speak, did I tell the Nation with my pen, 

How Fame in anger kick'd them out agen; 
Threw at their heads the lumber of their brains, 
And call'd thee a pert puppy for thy pains ? 


* The late Dr. Johnſon ſuperintended this magazine; a poſt of ho- 
nour aſſumed afterwards by Mr. John Nichols. 


On 
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On ſuch mark'd impudence did I harangue, 
And give to public fared the pigmy gang ? 
Short are the hours that ſmuggled praiſe can laſt, 
An echo, a poor meretricious blaſt ; 
A ſudden guſt that bids old ruins ſtare, 
And, howling, whirls a feather through the air. 
F kart r, a little a deceiving laſs, 
With ſmile reſiſtleſs, and a front of braſs, 
Shall reign, perchance, the idol of a day; 
Then, like a batter'd harridan, decay; 
Whilſt TrurTH, unfading, lifts the head ſublime, 
And dares the formidable teſt of. Tine. 
Thou dragon of th' Heſperian fruit, call'd praiſe, 
Whoſe leather-ſtretching conſcience intereſt ſways ; 
Shame, that through ſordid avarice and ſpleen, ; 


None taſte but ſuch as cram thy magazine. 


Charm'd as a child whoſe doting eye regards 


Its imitation of Saint Paul's with cards; 


F. When 


53 
When fir' d by Plutarch's venerable name, 


Whoſe genius rais d a pyramid to fame; 


Thou gav ſt of Bowyer's life a goſſip's ſtory, 
And only rear dſt a dunghill to thy glory; 


I rail'd not at thine infant emulation, 


Nor ſpread thy weakneſs, John, around the Nation; 


Nay, griev'd was I, as all the world can tell, 
That thou ſhou'dft write a book “ that would not ſell. 
When tort'ring the poor gamut wild and loud, 


Thou ſcrap'dſt harſh diſcords on thy muſe's crowd; 


What though I ſtopp'd my ears with all my pow'rs, 


I mourn'd the labour of thy tuneleſs hours. 


Oft have I whiſper'd to myſelf, << Enough 


«© Of this moſt tireſome fellow's monthly ſtuff : 


* Unfortunately for poor John, every book that he has publiſhed 


has been poſſeſſed of ſo much of the vis inertiæ as not to be able (if I 


may uſe the Bookſeller's phraſe,) to move of; witneſs the Life of 
old Bowyer, the guttings of old magazines and Ladies“ Diaries, called 
Miſcellauies, the Progrefles of Queen Elizabeth, * of traſh of 


every denomination, &c., &c. 


A maga- 


l 
« A magazine! a pedlar's, huckſter's ſhop, 
« That harbours bruſh, and cabbage net, wa mop, 
« Pan, gridir'n, button, buckle, bodkin, bead, 
«© Tape, turnip, malkins, nightcaps green and red, 
„Pins, pipkins, garters, oatmeal, jordan, diſh, 
“ Stale loaves, _ ruſty nails, and ſtinking fiſh ;” 
Yet bade I not the world its laughs prepare, 
To meet thy miſerable monthly ware: 
Nay, man, I've prais'd thee—for example, faid, 
« Lo! in his cumbrous magazine diſplay'd | 
© Once in a year a — alle our wonder, 
«© Which proves that John may make a lucky blunder 3 


« How like the heavy mountain, on whoſe fide 
A daify ſtarts in ſolitary pride!“ 

| Lo! from ebriety their ors to ſave, 

The Greeks' oft ſhow d the lads a drunken ſlave: 

E thus might thee, O gingling John, diſplay, 

A ſad example in the rhyming way 14 5 


For 
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Vor printers and their demons to avoid, 


Whoſe labours might more wiſely be employ'd ; 


But pity ſweetly whiſpers i in my ear, 
*© Expoſe not childhood that deſerves a tear; 


Set not the roaring lion at a rat, 
« Nor call down thunder to deſtroy a gnat.”” 
When mad for honours*— ſoftly have I ſaid, 
What imp cou'd put it in the Printer's head? 
«© Oh! may the fates the maniac over-rule, 
« For titles cannot dignify a fool!“ 
Complain not that I've wrong d thy reputation, 
By calling thee the ſillieſt in the nation; 
No, John, be comforted—it cannot be ; ; 


T think I know a few that equal thee. 


— 


* John's ambition to be a Common- council man was violent for a 
long time; great were the pains uſed, manifold were the contrivances 


employed, and prodigious was the intereſt made for the obtention of 
this honour—A vacancy happening in Farringdon ward, John's more 

lucky genius prevailed, and his wiſhes were gratified ; thus is he in the 

way of being what I have in an ode augured of Mr. Auctioneer Skinner, 


If things go fair, 
& Proud London's proud Lord May'r. 


Swear, 


1 

Swear, ſwear not that I've ſaid, to wound thy fame, : 
That hirelings wrote each 2 which bears thy name; 
How falſe! I know thou wroteſt many a line, 
Lo! all the blunders of the books are thine. | | 
A literary jackdaw thou, god wot |! 
Yet by that thieviſh name I call'd thee not ; 
A carrion crow that lives upon the dead ; 
Yet hawk-like pounc d not upon thy head; 
A daring coiner, lo! I let thee paſs, : 
Nor once impeach'd thy literary braſs | 
Speak—when enamour d of thy monthly haſh, 
Thou clappſt another ſixpence on thy traſh ; 
Once didſt thou hear me in a paſſion roar, 
&© Was ever impudence like this before ?” 
Inſtead of making in th' affair a fuſs, 
In mild [2 "LOWS I whiſper'd thus : 
« How bleſt the Fool he thinks kk all things knows ; 
e With joy he wakes, with joy his eyelids cloſe; 

| G Pleas'd 
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'C 


* 


Pleas'd through the world to ſpread his own renown, 
« With calm contempt he looks on others down; 


C 


Self and his own dear works th' eternal theme, 


* 


« His daily idol and his nightly dream; 

Thrice envied Being, whom no tongue can wound, 
& In Pride's impenetrable armour bound! | 

« How much in happineſs beyond the wis, 
Who view the greateſt men with pitying eyes j 

„ O Oer human imbecility who groan, 

And ſigh to think how little's to be known l“ 

Oh do not to the Muſe's hill reſort, 

Zſop's dull brute Ea bumpkin midſt a court: 
With brother council crack the clumſy joke; 
Midſt beer and brandy, bread arid cheeſe; and ſmoke; 
Deſcend the ladder to the clouds below, 


Where ordinary men of twopence go; 


Where vagrant knives and forks are bound in los 


And never tablecloth is ſpoil'd by ſtains ; 


The fable of the Gentleman, the Aſs, and the Lapdog. 
Where 
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Where in the board's black hole (ſuperb deſign !) 
Pepper and falt in matrimony join ; 
And in another hole with frown and ſmile, 
Much too like marriage, vinegar ad oil— 
Where for a towel (economic thought !) 
A monſtrous maſtiff after dinner brought, 
Complacent waits on Gentlemen's coilimiatids; 

And yields his back of ſhag to wipe their hands 
Such is the ſcene where thou ſhouldſt ever fit, 
Form'd to thy taſte, and ſuited to thy wit— 

Deal not in Hiſt'ry ; often have I faid 

'Twill prove a moſt unprofitable trade: 
Talk not of PaIN TIN G, for thou knowſt her not; 
Such coy acquaintance will not boil thy pot : 
Nor make ſtrong love to Music, tis a Dame 

Who ſmiles not on the ſouls of earth, but flame. 
| Puſh not thy brain to thought—thou canſt not think— 


From metaphyſics ſhou'd thy genius ſhrink | 
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To thee ſuperior, ſee the Goddeſs riſe, 
And hide her lofty head amidſt the ſkies! 
Behold eternal miſt her beauties | ſhrou d, 
And *tis not thy "I eye can pierce the cloud : 
Curs'd with the common "HW of | inditing, 
Yer if thy head poſſeſs the mange of writing; 
Go with biography and cool thy rage, 
Pen lives that cannot well diſgrace thy page; | 
Deſcribe whom ey'ry nobler rice curſes, 
A Pax who mump with millions in their purſes. 
If loftier ſub jects thy ambition call, 
Deſcant upon the giants of Guildhall. | 


ELEGY 


* 


The Poet complaineth of the cruelty of AuTaors, Aurno- 
RESSES, and the BLUE-STOCKING CLUB. 


ELEGY tw APOLLO. 


GREAT are my enemies in trade, god knows 
There's not a poet but wou'd ſtop my note; 
With ſuch a world of ſpite their venom flows, 


With ſuch good will the knaves wou'd cut my throat. 


Vet how have I offended, Phebus, ſay, 
To get ſo much ill blood, ſuch curſing looks? 
Is it becauſe my more ambitious lay 


Diſdains to viſit trunk-makers and cooks ? 


To go with theirs to grocers, and to men 
Who fortune in that weed tobacco, ee ; 
From thence come deeply laden back agen, 

With ſugar, pigtail, a and rappee ? 2 65 Fr 
H The 


< * * 


1 


9 he man of words, of ſtilt-ſupported phraſe, 

The gliſt' ring Hayley ſcorns whate'er I write; 
This Will-o' wiſp of verſe diſdains my lays; 

Tales, Odes, nor Louſiads yield the leaſt delight! 


So lofty, yet in ware ſo humbly dealing 


80 claſſically taſteleſs! big with nought! 


So tender, yet ſo deſtitute of feeling! 
So ſentimental too without a thought! 
I ſee the band of 6LUE-STOCKINGs Ane 
Hiſporic, critic, and poetic dames | 
This lifts her palms, and that her mary'lling eyes, 
And ſqueaks, The fellow's ſtuff ſhou'd feel the flames; 


Such is the way his works ſhould come to light :''— 
Thus rail thoſe dames of claſic . . : | 
Thus, leagu'd with wit, unmerciful they bite | 
Thy fav'rite Bard, O Phoebus, and Phyſician i: 


And 


1 7 


And now I hear a ſcore 1 in union, bawl, — 


40 


cc 


In cold contempt ſhall poor 8 eh? 
Miss Hannan Mon into oblivion fall? * | 
% Dear MisTREss MoxrAGuE neglected lie? | 


Thoſe rich Corinthian pillars of our club, 


| & Sink to the ground ſo vile, with duſt beſpread ; 


cc 


F Whilſt be, of motley poetry the scRUB ®, 


= Eres, dere his brazen head ! 


cc 


cc 


Ohl let the ſcullion uſe his 1 5 book, 


; | cc Inſtead of diſhclouts, when her hands ſhe. wipes: 


Oh | let the kindled leaves aſſiſt the cook, = 
« And of old waſherwomen light the pipes!” 


Thus in my condemnation they agree, 


The mighty cloud-capp'd rETTICOATED WISE ; 


Whilſt pleas'd (as conſcious of the juſt decree). 


In proud diſdain their ſnuff-clad noſes riſe | 


' : of 


»The Poet here moſt fancifully alludeth to Mr. Scavs, the ſet- 
vant of all work, in Farquhar's play of the Beaux Siratagem. 


'The 
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The Miſſes ſad of elegy, my foes, 


Say my rude genius wants the genuine fire ; 
Bald all my rhymes, my verſes meaſur d proſe, 
That bears wou d better touch the Muſe's lyre. 


The riddle and conundrum-mongers cry, 
% Pſhaw! d-mn his Lyrics, Louſiads—d-mn em all 5 
« His ſtrength in fields diarian dares he try ? 


ec Soon would the Almanac record his fall * 


Thus with dread voice my enemies exclaim 
Thus am I doom'd to gulp the bitter pill! 
Themſelves, *<* fair traders of the Mount,” they name; 


But me a ſmuggler on thy ſacred hill ! 


God of us Lyrics, ſhall 1 rouze my rhyme, 
Confound the gang, and vindicate my lay; 
Or calmly leave them to devouring Time, 


Who dines upon ſuch wirlingt every day? 


A dis. 
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A diſcontent, mingled with ſome grumbling, amongft the more enlightened. 
Members of the Royal Society, on Account of Sir Joſeph's non-com- 
munication of Wiſdom to the Royal fournals, fpurred the Knight on at laſt 
(without the help of Balaam's Angel) to open his mouth—He told an in- 
timate Friend that he had made a Diſcovery that would aftoniſh the 
World, enrich the fournals, and render himſelf immortal—awith the moſt 
important confidence and philofophic ſolemnity, he affirmed that he was upon 
the very eve of proving what had never entered into the Soul of Man 
viz. that Fleas were Lobflers—that Jonas Dryander was ordered to 
collect fifteen hundred Fleas, and boil them; which, if they changed to the fine 
Crimſon of the Iobfler, would put the Identity of the Species beyond the 
poſſibility of doubt—at length the Beds of the Prefident were ranſacked 
by his Flea-crimp, honeſt Jonas—fiſteen hundred of the hoping Inhabitants 
were caught, and paſſed the dreadful ordeal of boiling water ; with what 
ſucceſs, O gentle Reader, the Ode will inform thee. 


Sir JOSEPH BANKS and the boiled FLEAS. | 


BEST be the man who thought upon a college, 
The market” * all ſorts of We 
Th' emporium, as we claſſic people ſay: 
Nay, he upon ſocieties who thought, 
To learning's ſtock a deal of treafure brought, 
Dragging OBscuriTY ſo deep to day; : 
I Making 


[ %% 


Making the dame turn out her bag, 
Conceal'd beneath her inky cloak ; 
Examining the ſmalleſt rag, 


Black'ned by Time's moſt ſacred ſmoke ; 


To uſe a fmile a little rough, 

Stripping dame Nature to her very buff; 

Or to be ſomewhat more in ſpeech refin d, 

By dint of pow'rs of eye and mind, | 
Enlight'ning what through darkneſs might eſcape, 
Embroid'ring thus with filver ſpangles crape. 


The mention of ſocieties recalls © 
Of Somerſet * the lofty walls, 
The hive where fam'd Sir Joſeph reigns Queen Bee ; 


Though men, to whom Sir Joſeph is not known, 


Moſt certainly muſt take him for a drone ; 
| Whoſe face by ſloven Nature's hard decree, 


Seems form'd fair ladies' pockets to alarm, 


Rather than ſteal fair ladies' hearts by charm. 


* The Royal Society hold their meetings there. 


Well! 
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Well! ſo much for Sir Joſeph's face, 
And eke about the hive · like place, 

Where our Sir Joſeph reigns Queen Bee; 
And verily Queen Bee's a proper name, 
For, Reader, know it is a Royal 3 5 


Who to her ſubjects iſſueth decree: 


Sendeth her ſubjects eaſt and weſt, 

To pitch on flowers and weeds the beſt, 
And bring ſweet treaſure to the hive; 

She keepeth, too, of gentlemen a band, 

To ſay ſoft things and flatter, kiſs her hand, 
Who eat the honey for ſuch deeds, and thrive. 


Sir Joſeph has his flatt'rers, too, in hand, 
Who ſay ſoft things—yea, very ſoft indeed, 
For which the gentle flatt'ring band 


Gain butter'd toaſt, ſweet Flatt'ry's oily meed. 


A girl 
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* K girl for novelty where er it lies, 
| In moſſes, fleas, or cockleſhells, or flies, 
Sir Joſeph ever ſeeks for ſomething new ; 
Of this, whene'er he ſits, he gravely talks, 


Or whilſt he eats, or drinks, or runs, or walks, 


Amidſt his royal and attendant crew. 
ONE morning at his houſe in Soho Square, 
As with a oo, awe-inſpiring air, | 
Amidſt ſome royal ſycophants he fat ; 
Moſt manfully their maſticators uſing, 
Moſt pleaſantly their greaſy mouths amuſing 
With coffee, butter'd toaſt, and birds-neſt chat; 


In Jonas Dryander, the fav'rite, POS 
Who manufactures all Sir Joſeph's fame— 

« What luck?” Sir Joſeph bawl'd—4 ſay, Jonas, ſayß — 
« T've boil'd juſt fifteen hundred Jonas whin' ” BY 
© The dev a one change colour cou'd I find' 


Intelligence creating dire diſmay ! 
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Then Jonas curs d, with many a wicked wiſh, | 
Then ſhow'd the ſtubborn fleas upon a diſh, 

©« How!“ roar'd the Preſident, and backward fell— 
«There goes, e brothels to Wt 114 
And now his head in deep deſpair he ſhook ; 


Now clos'd his eyes, and now upon his breaſt, 
He mutt'ring dropp'd his ſable beard unbleſt ; 
Now twirl'd his thumbs, and groan'd with piteous look. 


ne ſat Auszxr, BLAGDON, PLANTA, Worpe, 
Whoſe Jaw-bones f in the mumbling trade employ” 1 4 
Half open'd, gap d, in ſudden Pupor loſt; 

Whilſt from the mouth of ev'ry gaping ny; 

In mazy rill the cream-clad Coffee ran, 


Supporting dainty bits of butter'd toaſt. 


Now gaining ſpeech, the paraſitic crowd 


Leap'd up and roar'd in uniſon aloud : 


K. Heav'ns! 


95 ; ; 
* * | 
4 | | a 
\ % 4 4 34 
3 , wh, 
27> SC & Hear ns! whit's 8 the matter? Gear Sir Joſeph, | pray ?” 


2 


1 . a Dumb to cheit queſtions the onkAT MAN remain d: | 
= 52 * " The. Knight, deep pond ring, nought vouchſaf d tO * 
Again the Gentlemen their voices Arche. d; 


Sudden the PRESIDENT OF FLIES, fo fd, 


* 


. * 
** 


ES | - Strides round the room with diſappointment mad, 


© Whilſt ev'ryeye'enlarg'd with wonder rolls; 


And now his head againſt the wainſcot leaning, 
6 tince you muſt know, muſt know (he figh'd) "OY meaning, 


[4 


1 cc Fleas ae not lobſters, d-mn their ſouls*.” I 
40 | | * The author 3s nat ; ha ſo frequently an the liberty of 
1} | | putting vulgariſms into the worthy Preſident's mouth, had he not 


previouſly known that Sir Joſeph 1 was the moſt accompliſhed ſwearer 
of the Royal Society. 


* 


N 


| fe THE END. 
* | HE END 


